PATCHWORK                                          "A"
To-morrow and the next day are Hindu festivals,
and College is closed, thank God! (I don't know
which one).
I shall get on with my new College Filing System.
When I am gone what will my Indian successors
make of that, I wonder?
Mary will have seen the Taj and perhaps Fatipur
Sikri by now. She will have seen another India.
The India which rose to become the greatest
Empire in the world, flinging its hard, fighting arm
over Samarkand, over Persia, over China . . .
leaving its tragic memorials behind, the pillared
room where, each on his stylos, Akbar sat with his
councillors, a Moslem, a Hindu, a Buddhist and a
Christian.
I wonder what Mary will make of the Taj.
That Italian memorial to a young Moslem beauty.
Why is it still there? So many people might have
pulled it down. The magic of its beauty must have
stayed barbarian hands often, often; and what did
Wordsworth say:
"Men are we and must grieve when e'en the
shade
Of that which once was great is  passed
away."
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